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The hunters stalk in the common wood,
their red coats flash and disappear,
the baying of the dogs rings low through the trees.
From the clipped lawn, the symmetrical gardens,
we see their slight figures slip along,
following the hounds, and we shake our heads,
as if to say, how primitive, we,
who understand the keeping of domestic beasts,
smile down the hill at the dark hunters.
Smile, but rest for a moment, the shiny tools
hang at our sides, the barking of the dogs
sharpens, then lengthens to a continuous howl,
they have their prey in sight, the hunt quickens,
we step to the edge of the hill to watch,
just to watch, just a moment, they have it,
now the shrill animal cry rises to our ears,
the rifle reports, and in the silence settling after,
we lean toward the quiet wood, lean and listen,
searching for the blood or the scrap of fur, looking
as though the prey were one we had fired upon.
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It is a long walk back yet, and dark,
darker than she had thought it would be,
but the clouds had eased in and rolled in
all the late evening, it will be a long hike back
in the rain. No light shows from ahead, the cabin
is still away off, but no strange paths loom
to misdirect her step, her feet,
even in boots and mud, know the way and go on.

A man is before her, of an instant he appears.
Both start, step back, stop, the rain speaks softly
through the trees, he says, you've forgotten a hat.
He wears a hunter's jacket, heavy, and her hair
is slicked down and dripping, she nods yes.
Take mine, you need it, he shrugs a hood up,
she pulls the hat low, to her eyes, it is still warm
from his wearing, they look once at each other, they part.
The hike is soon done for the night, the cabin rises
with the orange window light of others who will not
hike so far. Her thick boots take her to the door
of themselves, it seems, into the dryness,
where the windows, black from here, reflect
the familiar mouth and chin, the skin, but the eyes
are strangely dark, lost in shadow of the clinging hat,
the hat conforming so that it seems a part of her hair.
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They call her witch, but smiling
they call her so. It is a belief
too old for them, that she can find
water, the deep river they cannot see.
It becomes a game, the following,
the significant winks behind her back.
She is an old acquaintance; they play,
contemptuously stepping along, she
neither sees nor looks to see.
She looks for water, she feels
even a small stream, carries
a green branch to tell her where.
Do they know, who mark the site
she tells, the water is deep
and few wells sunk anywhere here
will finally punch into water?
(This is a dry spot in a yellow
summer, the nearest lake was dug
by hand, the stream beds sink
into hard white slabs and crack.)
She follows the bough down to water,
she will tell where, and if they dig
they will find she knows
that the river runs here
that it's a rare find for them
that they thirst.

--

manuscripts

She can bend a straw to the shape
she likes, she can weave them,
tiny stalks are supple in her hand.
She transforms

the straight line,

guiding it to roundness, she is
a weaver of useful objects,
tools, really, baskets and hats,
airy, hollow things to be filled.
She is a giver of forms.
The stiff yarn she dyes many colors,
she can run the dark thread through
as, though it slid there alone.
She has the hands that make
intricate work, finely skinned,
large, the bright vein showing.
Hers is the work that gives
empty space shape, she is
a weaver, a giver of form.
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